30                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

advise you to go to Greece. Your skin is
not hard enough to resist all the ugly beasts
that eat people there. Talking of Greece,
since you preserve so well what is given to
you, here is a blade of grass. I plucked it
from the Anthela hill at Thermopylae, in the
place where the three hundred died.

Do you wish something more substantial
from the Orient ? I have given, unfortu-
nately, all the beautiful things that I brought
back. I would give you sandals, but you
would wear them for others. No, thank
you. If you wish preserves of roses and
jessamine I have some, but accept them in
haste or I shall eat them all. We write to
each other so rarely that we have many
things to say to each other. This is my his-
tory:

I saw my dear Spain again in the fall of
1840. I spent two months in Madrid,
where I saw a funny revolution, beautiful
bull fights, and the triumphant entry of
Espartero. I lived in the house of an inti-
mate friend who is a devoted sister to me. I
went to Madrid in the morning and returned
to dinner in the country with six women,